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FOREWORD 


This is the most quotable first volume of poetry 
I have ever encountered. ‘The quality that lifts lines 
like “How far that little candle throws his beams!”, 
“A man's a man, for a’ that,’ “A little learning is a 
dangerous thing,” “A thing of beauty is a joy for- 
ever’ into becoming an actual part of our personal- 
ities and souls, is deeper than a mere word-artist’s 
ability to shape words into beauty; it calls for a sen- 
sitivity of soul that can make the poet an actual 
tongue for the as yet unspoken words of the race, 
words actually trembling for utterance. Elaine V. 
Emans illustrates this rare quality in poem after 
poem, — which, the moment it is encountered, insin- 
uates itself in our affections, and becomes a part of 
the internal storehouse of beauty in words in each 
of us, while at the same time remaining intact to 
quicken all others who read. 

Elaine Emans is a keen observer, from the 
things closest to her outward to the remotest wild life 
and the glory and beauty of nature. Before we let her 
bring the wild into the livingroom, let us see how 
she can make us see our own domestic pets with a 
clearer vision than we have ever seen them before. 
Turn to Black Cat; Kitten with Cobwebs; A Kitten 
Should Have Laughter — many of her titles are 
poems in themselves — and most of all To a Cat, 
Stretching: 

Since you have never 
Seen a ballet, 

Now clearly one 
Can only say 

He who first dreamed 
How it would look, 
In part, had seen 


A cat which took 

Her lovely, rhythmie, 
On-the-toes, 

Sweet time to stretch, 


When she arose, 


— Seen, and said, for the first time: the identity of 
the toe-dancer’s stretch to that of each kitten, each 
cat. — Keen observer; — tongue for the unspoken: 
the volume is full of proof of both. 

The felicity of phrasing achieves word-magic 
in the most unexpected places as in Hill Plowing: 


Now second only to a square 
Field plowed in velvet parallel, 


and repeatedly permeates the whole poem, as in 
Promise: 

Sit in the sun 

Till the bird nearby 

Thinks you are one 


With earth and sky... . 


And days will come, 
As good days do, 
You'll give forth some 
Of the sun in you. 


It is, in the case of this poet, impossible even 
to list all of the admirable and quotable poems. 
Home Green, with its lesson that heaven is the 
earliest beauty we grew with; Morning Off, with 
startling flashes of beauty: 

Within his wide 

Circle a sparrow hawk began to glide 


Again in search of a meadow mouse that made 
Its home in tussocks bordering the moist ground. 


No Controversy is fascinating, and as quotable; 
and ‘The Dragonfly Hunt more so, Presenting only 
fragments of these unflawed poems is almost unfair to 
them; but the ending I cannot resist sharing: 


We were too 
Earth-moored indeed for one that gaily flings 
His patterned darning-needle body through 
A cottonwood’s or willow’s openings, 
And, climbing golden air, is lost to view. 
The profound mysticism of Moot Point is thought- 
arresting and persuasive: 


Or is the bird 


An integral 
Part of the blossom 
By the wall? 


Had I a Son is splendid, to its last word. September 
is as inviting: 
It is the time when apples curve the stout 
Baskets with glory to the very edges. 
So with Interlude: 


And silently the muskrat engraves his wake 
Upon the river that was mirror-still. 


Always the keen fidelity to nature is as flawless as 
the felicity of phrasing, as in Chimney Song: 


But autumn makes a chimney look 
Important, with its gray wood-smoke, 
Pungent and weightless as a feather. 


We must merely mention Lost October; This is the 
Day; the fascinating Snowbirds; Winter Sparrows; 
the profundity of Deep Snow. A poem like Grape 
Jell has the magic of the best of Robert Frost: 


You comment, it is tasty jell, — 


But he can see the trunk that grew 
Much twisted, leaf, and tendril, too, 
And how each perfect cluster fell 
And hung so like a frosted gem, 


It seemed wrong to be picking them. 


Statistics will grow within your soul, as it has 
in mine; and Laughter; while Return is as masterly 
a sonnet as this age has produced. So with Never is 
a Miracle, and At Parting, and I can only give her 
Wish as my heartiest wish for each of you: 


And, down all roads you ever go, 
May love be your companion. 


Such poetry is tonic to every soul. Earth’s Child is 
a volume that is sure to seed inside you, and flourish, 
and come to blossom and harvest. It enriches our 
lives, as well as our poetry. 


Crement Woop 


Bozenkill, 
Delanson, N. Y. 


I 
Heritage 


ON SAMPLING 
ORANGE-BLOSSOM HONEY 


Now I am sister of the bee, 

And know the taste of beauty he knows, 
Finding it excellent as he 

Who sups it from the flower and goes 
Back to his house of hexagons. 

Only I take it from this pot 

Of honey, amber in the sun’s 

Ray, dreaming petals where they're not. 


[15] 


BLACK CAT 


Going your way 

When the grass is green, 
You are poetry walking, 
Music seen. 


Padding in snow, 
You become a bright 
Study in perfect 
Black and white, — 


But, stealing by 

When the ground is bare 
And wet, you are only 

A topaz pair 


Of eyes that have 
No apparent place 
In any curious 
Feline face. 


[16] 


HOME GREEN 


“How green the town is,” you remarked, “how green,” 
And I, not quickly comprehending, said, 
“Green?” knowing you had only lately seen 
‘The lovely leaves of coffee, set with red 
Jewel-berries, the enormity of blades 

Upon banana growing, and the rest 

Of tropic lushness. Yet against the shades 
Of apple where familiar robins nest, 

Of pine and oak and whispering cottonwood, 
Of fairy willow, birch above the brook 

They pale perceptibly: man cannot look 

On any scene for long and find it as good, 
Entirely, as the one his child-eyes knew. 


These are the greens you grew with, these are you. 


[17] 


KITTEN, WITH COBWEBS 


Through what mysterious shadows have you come, 
Kitten, with cobwebs clinging to your face, 

And trailing whisker-tips? Adventuresome 

And curious one, can there be any place 

You would not go exploring, any deep 

Dark cellar you'd find frightening at all? 

None else would guess, when seeing you asleep, 
Or purring here in the sun (you are so small) 
That you are brave beyond your age, and bold 
As humans even, except when dogs appear. 

And even I should doubt, had you not told 

Me something of the way you pioneer 

Into the unknown, by this newly brought 

And dusty mesh within which you were caught. 


[18] 


q 
| 
| 


SURELY NO CONTROVERSY 


I cannot quarrel with you, and if I could 

I would not, and be certain, if I should, 
It must be some delightful argument 

As, whether grass within the dell is bent 
By chipmunks passing, whether butterflies 
Choose flowers by their colors, or the cries 
Of grackles ever could be called a song. 

I might dispute you pleasantly and long 
On what the cottonwoods were whispering 
The day we passed, or if the glowing wing 
Of a bluebird is true azure, and Orion 

Is formidable at midnight as the Lion. 
Surely no controversy need be more 
Profound nor common, or inferior. 


[19] 


THE DRAGONFLY HUNT 

THREE POEMS FOR BESS 
The afternoon for us revolved around 

Cas ) Our search for the giant dragonfly until 
y The shore of the lake, the meadowland, and the hill 

We loved were less themselves than a hunting-ground. 
Even the unknown butterfly we found 
Went nearly unheeded, while the dainty frill 


Of many a flower bent beneath our will 


MORNING OFF To net the wily one in a single bound. 
But we were sluggards where his double wings 
The horses, browsing, sought our willow-shade Of rainbow were concerned, and we were too 
At the river's bend, and curiously eyed . Earth-moored indeed for one that gaily flings 
Us kindling pungent camp-fire out of dried : His patterned darning-needle body through 
And bleaching branches the wind had felled; one : A cottonwood’s or willow’s openings, 
neighed, . And, climbing golden air, is lost to view. 


Perhaps at our presuming to invade 

The private watering-place. Within his wide 
Circle a sparrow hawk began to glide 

Again in search of a meadow mouse that made 
Its home in tussocks bordering the moist ground. 
From white and yellow flower we heard the hum 
Of velvet bees, and near at hand we found 

A bronzy frog we called adventuresome, 

And, leaning back upon the peace, we frowned 
At the merest thought of work that was to come. 


{20} r21} 


INTERLUDE 


So still we sit above the water’s edge 

The heron ventures back, his wide wings fanning 
The nearby arrowhead, wild rice, and sedge. 

The kingfisher, which doubtless had been planning 
His supper earlier, swoops down to take 

His silver fish with enviable skill, 

And silently the muskrat engraves his wake 

Upon the river that was mirror-still. 

The distance purples now perceptibly, 

And through the willows comes a drift of laughter, 
The curious quavering laughter of the loon, — 
While we who should depart stay on to see 

One star appear, another one, and, after 

A breath, the river-rising of the moon. 


[22] 


CHIMNEY SONG 


Something in autumn makes us love 
A chimney. We forget it’s there 

In summer, squatting warm above 

The roof, except when there's a pair 
Of swifts within it, or a bat, — 

Or some day an untidy sweep 

Comes by in his outlandish hat, 

And asks to clean it for us, cheap. 

But autumn makes a chimney look 
Important, with its gray wood-smoke, 
Pungent and weightless as a feather, — 
And just as man has always stood 
Glad of it, through the cooling weather, 
So we look up and find it good. 


[23] 


SEPTEMBER 


September is neither summertime nor fall 

CIn the sense of being green or crimson-gold) 
But is the transitory month when all 

The young book-learners know they will take hold 
OF knowledge once again, and birds lay out 

The journey south, yet linger within the hedges. 
It is the time when apples curve the stout 
Baskets with glory to the very edges, 

And there is wininess in the morning air. 

It is the time, indeed, the heart remembers 

All other emerald seasons, loved and fair, 

That merged into the briskness of Septembers, 
And how it used to long and dread to see 
Autumn take over hill and swamp and tree. 


[24] 


HILL PLOWING 


Now second only to a square 

Field plowed in velvet parallel, 

Must I love rows of earth that fell 
Back from the shining-lipped plowshare 
In rhythmic curve on curve. Each lies 
Much as a ripple that will rise 

Around a stone tossed in a lake, — 
Only the curves are black, and last 
Longer than ripples. These will take 
A drag pulled heavily, slowly, past. 


[25] 


LOST OCTOBER 


There never comes a day like this, all gold 

And shining like a bubble in the sun, 

But I recall the afternoon I told 

You I’d no time for play: work must be done! 
Work must be done, and there the gold day wasted, 
And there the mellowness of earth and sky 

And leaf and air went hour by hour untasted 

For scruples sown too well in such as I. 


And there October’s brightness faded, turning 
Her dear enchantment into dull November, 
And setting in my brain one question burning: 
Now what can I, now what can I remember 
Of work I bent above that day until 

It was too late to climb the golden hill? 


[26] 


THIS Iso bE BDAY 


Even the man accustomed now for years 

To seeing first snow blanket earth and tree 

And roof and roadway till his world appears 
Enchanted, needs a moment until he 

Can say with casualness, “It snowed last night.” 
And so with what surprise must creatures turn, 
Who never knew a winter, toward the white 
Expanse beyond their burrows now, and learn 
To find familiar haunts and runways under 

A new covering, and learn how cold it is. 

This is the day of days for wide-eyed wonder, 
This is the day a rabbit knows that his 

Feet pattern perfectly, and he must grow 

More wary always, hopping over snow. 


[27] 


OF THIS WHITE FLOWERFALL 


In what high tower is the snowflake wrought, 
With what tools fashioned, to come down fair, 
Fragile and evanescent as thought, 

Turning and turning on the winter air? 


Of this white flowerfall, seeming to bloom 
Flawless, exquisite, surely there is 

Only the answer of God’s workroom, — 
The tools, rawstuff, and the pattern, His. 


[28] 


DEEP SNOW 


The widest shovel is inadequate 

This afternoon for opening the merest 

Of pathways through so gently obstinate 

A fall of feathers. Nothing but the nearest 
Expanse of sidewalk to the scooping metal 
Remains a roadway, while the farther end 
Lies under snow again. The dawn will settle 
The controversy, but today we bend 

The back repeatedly, and brush the snow 
From face and lashes, while we stamp a boot, 
And muse how swiftly, if a midnight blow 
Should come, this deepening featherbed would shoot 
To plow-defying drifts: this is a fall 


Of snow to leave man’s private ego small. 


[29] 


STRAWBERRY PRESERVES 


Preserves they call it, but refer 

Only to carmine thimbles sealed 

For some far feast-day, while the whir 
Of feathered wings across a field 

And even a song is prisoned here. 
They say preserves, and do not know 
How butterflies against a clear 

Blue sky assail me, and I go 

Once more a-gypsying in June, 

Seeing the daisies sharp-outlined, 
Lost in the spell of perfect noon, 
Smelling all summer on the wind. 


[30] 


| 


GRAPE JELL 


This purple goodness is opaque, 
And yet the penetrating eye 

Only glances, and a summer sky 
Unfolds, and warm winds overtake 
One crossing wood and pasture land 


To the old grape-vine, pail in hand. 


You comment, it is tasty jell, — 
But he can see the trunk that grew 
Much twisted, leaf, and tendril, too, 
And how each perfect cluster fell 
And hung so like a frosted gem, 


It seemed wrong to be picking them. 


131] 


II 
Wingbeats 
And 
Birdsong 


BROWN THRASHER, SINGING 


Though some maintain your chant is, “Drop it, 
drop it, 

Cover it, cover it,” and “Tl pull it up, 

I'll pull it up,” I hear another theme 

But cannot word it, when the enormous cup 

Of blue sky overflows with your rich voice. 

I only know I stop all work and listen 

As if you sang of some enchanted wood, 

Some hilltop wind, and valley stream aglisten, 

Some golden day remembered. ‘Then you pause, 

And suddenly it seems, with equal grace, 

You sing of peace which we have both discovered, 

Intact and priceless, in this very place. 


[35] 


DUCK HAWK 
OVER BUSINESS DISTRICT 
O feathered thunderbolt, so out of place 


Above the city, circle its high tower 
Again with your actual and storied grace 


On wings unrivalled for their speed and power. 


Swoop by the small recesses at the edges 

Of near skyscrapers where the pigeons coo, — 
And you at home along the rocky ledges 

Of cliffs that tower likewise in the blue 

May find a similarity between 

The precipices man and Nature rear. 

But if you must depart we shall have seen, 
For this too brief, inspired hour here 

Where strength may be rewarded or undone, 
Peregrine falcon, the invincible one! 


[36] 


WRENS 
AT A SANATORIUM WINDOW 


God bless you, tiny pair, for nesting here 

Within this bungalow in easy view 

Of him who lies and watches. He can tell 
When certain twigs you bring will never clear 
Your miniature door, as soon as you. 

He counts the times your throats and spirits swell 
Exultantly, and finds more of delight 

In your wee perky tails than many men 

Can find in larger pleasures. He can guess 

The day your eggs will burst and make this white 
House very incapacious! Jenny Wren 


And mate, God bless you, who so richly bless. 


[37] 


ROBIN, I HAVE MADE YOU 
MANY A SONG 


Robin, I have made you many a song 

Of the dusk, and apple trees, and the silver rain, 
Trying to show you, as Thoreau did, long 

Ago at Walden, what your sweet refrain 

Has brought me of delight, and comfort as well. 
But somehow, Robin, I can never tell 

The half of it, — so carol again tomorrow 

In your clear thrush’s voice, repeating each 

Short phrase unselfishly, and let me borrow 

The notes for my praise of you, instead of speech. 


[38] 


NOTE TO A PHOEBE BIRD 


Never desert your nesting-nook 
Under this little bridge, nor seek 

To find another singing brook, 
Tail-wagging bird, for when you speak 
Your two brief syllables, I hear, 

Over the water and the fair 

Valley — familiar, sweet, and dear, 
My mother’s name upon the air. 


[39] 


QUESTION 

OF A HUMMINGBIRD 
Wee helicopter, do you wear 
An actual ruby glowing there 


Upon your throat, or is it the stain 
Of a trumpet flower wet with rain? 


[40] 


TRIOLET FOR BOBOLINK 


Is there a bell within your throat 
To make your song so wildly-sweet? 
Tell me, who thrill to hear it float, 
Is there a bell within your throat 
Releasing silver note on note? 
Ringing over your meadow retreat, 
Is there a bell within your throat 
To make your song so wildly-sweet? 


[41] 


TO A BARN SWALLOW 


Say, do you hear “La Golondrina” played 
Somewhere this evening, that you soar and dip 
And turn thus, climbing to the arc you made 

A moment earlier?’ From dusky tip 

To tip of wing you are the words to a song 
Man cannot sing, the grace of motion his 
Brush cannot draw, and yet your pleasure is 
Scarcely rooted in the purpling sky: how long 
You murmur near your plastered home below 
The barn-roof to your mate, you only know. 


[42] 


MOOT POINT 


Now does the sunflower 
And its seed 
Grow for the hungry 


Finch’s need, — 


Or is the bird 

An integral 

Part of the blossom 
By the wall? 


[43] 


WINGS 


I have loved wings as long as I remember: 

The downy, silent-moving ones of an owl, 

The majestic sweeping wings, throughout September, 
In their sky-ways, of the migratory fowl, 

The snowy wings of a dove, the blue of a jay, 

The sailing wings of a hawk, on a cloudless day, 
The nocturnal-flying membranes of the bats, 

And all wings making their escape from cats. 


[44] 


CHICKADEE CHAT 


Sometimes I try to put you sprightly chick- 
A-dee-dee-dee into words, imagining 

You talk in work-a-day speech, rhetoric 

Forgotten, as you hunt your food and swing 

On stalks like acrobats, around the year. 

I puzzle over how you must attach 

Multiple meanings to the phrase I hear — 

But when I see your velvet caps to match 

The trim black neckwear, and your courage glowing 
As faithfully through winter as the feathers, 
Whatever cold be felt, or storm be blowing, 

And learn your neighborliness through all weathers, 
I am convinced these matter more to me 

Than what you say in Chick-a-dee-dee-dee! 


[45] 


SNOWBIRDS WINTER SPARROWS 


When white soot curls Summer, you say, has robins carolling through 
Down the windy street, Even the rainy days, but what has snowy 
Watch for the birds Winter to show as brave and cheering? Find 
With jigging feet. A thicket, tree, or hedgerow with a few 

See how they love Sparrows, and scatter crumbs. However blowy 
The wildest weather, And biting cold the day, they will not mind, 
Rollicking through But eat with gladness, having offered grace 
The blasts together! Of cheep and cheep and cheep cheep. They will fluff 
Close to his tree-trunk Their darkly silvered feathers till they seem 
The nuthatch clings, — Luxuriously clothed, and lightly trace 

But oh, all snowbirds Their footsteps many times until the stuff 

Are plucky things! They walk on is embroidered. No extreme 

Of winter vanquishes a sparrow’s heart, 

And it would sing, too, if it knew the art. 


{46} [47] 


Ill 


Statistics 


STATISTICS 


I have measured myself by myself 
Too often, and smiled, “I am tall,” — 
Whereas, by a different stick, 

I would have been found to be small, 
And indeed, by eternity’s rod, 

I scarce could have been here at all. 


f51} 


PROMISE 


Sit in the sun 
Till the bird nearby 
Thinks you are one 


With earth and sky. 


Sit for an hour 
Until you seem 
Soaked with its power 
And its gleam. 


And days will come, 
As good days do, 
You'll give forth some 
Of the sun in you. 


[52] 


MAKE NO BOAST 


Make no boast your lamp of faith 
Will never flicker out. 
Man cannot guarantee himself 


Impregnable to doubt. 


Never swear that courage flows, 
Sure as a river, through you. 
Weakness of which you know not, 
Alas, can happen to you. 


Take this for your comfort, rather: 
A flame may be relit, 

And he who seeks that which is lost 
Has a chance of finding it. 


[53] 


A KITTEN 
SHOULD HAVE LAUGHTER 


Somewhere within its register 

Of sounds, before its mew, or after, 
Or silver bell-like through its purr, 
I think a kitten should have laughter. 


For when oncoming tides of fun 
From time to time flow over it, 

It has no option but to run, 

And leap and somersault and spit! 


[54] 


PERSONAL QUESTION 


I shall not fully know you till I know 

What beauty has been sustenance to you, 

What truth has shaped your brain, what musics flow 
Within your very blood, and if you grew 

With hills or prairies, or with gray gulls wheeling 
Forever over you. Is wind a part 

Of you, and rain, and what of thunder pealing? 
Tell me, who would be closer to your heart, 

If April’s green and gold October’s flame 

Cry to your being, as men to the ear, — 

And whether God has largely been a name, 


Or long a friend, unseen but very dear. 


[55] 


AILMENT 


Resentment is a cancer 
Eating at the breast. 

Cut it sharply, cleanly, 
Take it early, lest 

It grow beyond controlling. 
Take it before it squeeze 


Out love and even laughter. 


Resenting is a disease. 


[56] 


LAUGHTER 


There is a laughter nearly as soft and low 
As the sound of petals of roses when they fall 
In sweet-sad flurries to the adoring ground. 
There is a laughter that scarcely is heard at all. 


There is a laughter hard and thin as the screeching 
Rat-tat-tat of riveting as it swings 

Down the reluctant air. There is a laughter 
That bitterly scrapes the throat from which it springs. 


[57] 


TO 2 CAL, 
STRETCHING 


Since you have never 
Seen a ballet, 

Now clearly one 

Can only say 

He who first dreamed 
How it would look, 
In part, had seen 

A cat which took 

Her lovely, rhythmic, 
On-the-toes, 

Sweet time to stretch, 
When she arose. 


[58] 


ON NOT KEEPING A DIARY 


Oh, this year, I declared again, I shall 

Report the panorama of the nights 

And days sincerely, from the trivial 

To consequential happenings and sights 

And sounds, and matters of the mind and heart. 
But now that weeks have gone without a trace 
Of bright recorded hours for a start, 

I make this brave attempt at saving face: 

The wretched, ugly, and the sad I would 
Forget with all dispatch, the loveliest 

I could not ever lose, try though I should, 
And somehow, in between the two, the rest 
Which comes about for me is registered 


Without the aid of pen and page and word. 


[59] 


ARGUMENT WITH ONE’S SELF 


Her taking, sharpened, and her giving, blunted, 
Should find no reciprocity in me. 

What nonsense if the straining oak were stunted 
Because the catalpa is a shorter tree! 


[60] 


NO CRITERION 


This is no criterion: 

They who keep their cupboard shelves 
Tidy second unto none 

May have chaos in themselves. 


They who move about in rooms 
Stranger to order’s discipline 

May know perfect peace that blooms 
Like a white rose, deep within. 


61] 


HAD I A SON 


Had I a son, he should observe the way 

The shag-bark hickory wears a ragged coat, 

And learn to tame chipmunk as well as gray 
Squirrel, and heed which hawk appears to float 
With greatest ease. Discovering any nest, 

He would be curious with me until 

He learned its kind, and likewise be possessed 
With curiosity in a golden hill 

Of ants, and a paper house of wasps, and all 
The berry-names, and ferns. Had I a son, 

By the grace of God he would grow broad and tall 
Upon the wisdom, loveliness and fun 

He found in earth herself, and gentle and strong 
From knowing well her silences, and her song. 


[62] 


TO ROLAND 


What if, in dreaming, we miscalculated 

The distance to the goal, or never knew, 

Those days, a goal may not be situated 

With permanence, but can recede, as you 

And I have learned at last? What if we said, 

“Tt will'’be thus and so,” and heard the beat 

Of some enchanted drums about the head, 

And routed certain highroads for the feet, 

And looked upon each other with the eye 

Half drunk with faith, and clasped the eager hand? 
What if, I say, the glories that it seemed 

Were very near us somehow strangely lie 
Ahead, and little’s precisely as we planned? 
This was our stroke of genius: that we dreamed. 


[63] 


IV 
Heart’s Record 


IMPRESSION 


The names of beauty you have loved 
Are carved upon the inner you 

Sure as initials ringed within 

Their valentine a jack-knife drew 
Upon a sapling. Some grow faint, 
And others, down a distant year, 
Are wholly lost. But there have been 
Some lovelinesses you held dear 
Whose names no power in any place, 
Nor endless time, can ever erase. 


[67] 


RETURN 


A heart returns to places it has known 

And loved a while, with no more provocation 
Than these: some haunting fragrance which is blown 
Across a field, the sight of a V-formation 

Of wild geese, music drifting through a door 
As it came through another, long ago, 

Or just the way a river laps the shore, 

Or the turning of a street, or sun on snow. 

A heart will not forget a place, nor the name 
Of it, nor any loveliness about 

It, nor the highway back, although it came 
Away decades ago perhaps, without 

A map. And, if one ever try to keep 

The heart bound, it will seek its own, in sleep. 


[68] 


LOVE SONG 


Never fear that you love too well 

October’s magic, birdsong drifting 

Down in twilight, the look and smell 

Of hawthorne, a star, and a mountain lifting 
Over a calm, cerulean sea, — 

But fear you love too scantily. 


Never fear that you love too much 
A voice you know, a smile grown dear, 
Two eyes, and laughter, and the touch 
Of hands and lips, but rather fear 
The narrowness and proud despair 
Of a breast with no adoring there. 


[69] 


I HAVE LOVED LETTERS 


I have loved letters written by the friends 
Too far for conversation, and a word 

Within the folded paper someone sends 
Grows lovelier, at times, than if it were heard 
In actual speaking. I have loved the way 
Her writing marches boldly in its line 

Across the page, and his in disarray, 

And yet another pen has drawn as fine 

A paragraph of beauty as a snare 

Hung by a spider. I have loved the long 
White envelopes that bore them and the square — 
And some I have in packets, with a strong 
Red cord to bind, and now and then a letter 
Deep in my heart’s core, to preserve it better. 


[70] 


MIRACLE 


Love, I could not be otherwise 

Than proud in this, your love for me, 
And at the same time bowed before 
You deep in my humility, — 


But this is more than I had dreamed: 
You would come humbly, as you do, 
And, conscious of my caring, walk 
Exceedingly proud beside me, too. 


[71] 


TO A DEAR DIPLOMAT 


Now your reply is happier than any 

Other remark regarding silvered hair 

That I have heard or dreamed, and there are many, 
And down the coming seasons I shall wear 

The silver and the words with equal pride. 

Even a little while I shall not hide, 

However cleverly, the first, slow graying, 

And, best of all, I shall not mind a bit, 

For often and often I shall hear you saying, 

“It’s just as soft as brown hair, isn’t it?” 


[72] 


NEVER 
IS A MIRACLE 


This is least important: 
‘That we understand. 
Walk with me in starlight. 
Sometimes take my hand. 
Tell me that our being 
Together, dear, is good . . 
Never is a miracle 

Clearly understood. 


[73] 


I HAVE LOVED FRAGRANCES 


I have loved certain fragrances so much 

That, if I were far removed from them, forever 
I should remember them precisely, such 

As cedar branches cut for Yule, and river 
Smells, not unpleasant, lush, and watery-green; 
I should remember clover, lilac surely, 
Strawberries wild upon the wind, unseen, 

And grasses newly mown, and then the purely 
Sweet odor of apple orchard, spring and fall, 
Old musty books, and faintly fragrant hair; 
The linen fresh from clothes-lines, always all 
The smells of baking, golden-brown, and air 
Blown inland, salty, campfire-smoke, and the trace 
Of man-scent in your hand upon my face. 


[74] 


a 


AT PARTING 


Much as it clouds the heart 

To lose the golden dart 

Of the finch when summer dies, 
And hear less birdsong rise 
From meadow, bush, or tree, — 
Man hugs the certainty, 

Sure as the leaves return, 


Such glory again will burn. 


And so it is with your 
Each going I am sure 
In all life you and I 
Have never a last good-bye. 


[75] 


THERE WILL BE COMMON THINGS 


There will be common things to lift the heart 

Long as the earth shall turn, and hearts need lifting: 
There will be wild geese calling at the start 

Of every spring, and blue-gold hazes drifting 
Through every autumn, there will be the fragile 
Exquisite snowflake caught upon the sleeve, 
Birdsong cascading, trees, and the sight of the agile 
Chipmunk at play. And these will interweave 

With other common things so joyously, — 

Good friends’ hellos, and letters, laughter, quiet 

And order, work accomplished, and to be 

Done soon, and faith, and courage standing by it, — 
That we may question whether we should call 
Them common in their dearness, after all! 


[76] 


TWO SONNETS WRITTEN 
ON MOTHER'S DAY, 1948 


I 


I used to think that one could count the years 

By someone’s passing, saying, “It is five 

Long years, now, since the day she was alive 
With us, and suddenly left us to our tears.” 

But, Mother, in your case such a scheme appears 
Inaccurate, and the hour will never arrive 

For me when only dreams of you survive 

The voice this ear within me often hears, 

And the smile, first dear in childhood, dearer now. 
While, as for a flower tribute — well, I still 
Prefer your favorite color, which is red, 

And, as for tears in mourning you, somehow 

It seems improper, and it always will, 

To spend them over one who is not dead. 


II 


So let me tell you that the wrens were slow, 

This year, in returning to the apple tree 

That’s crippled physically, but cannot be 

In spirit, and I sowed a generous row 

Of four o’clocks that the hummingbirds may know 
When it is time to sip their nectar-tea. 

I have hung new ruffled curtains, and have three 
New books to read, and neighbors come and go 
Around us, and I think how you would call 

Upon each one the way you called on others. 

I could go on and on, but doubtless you, 

With your capacity for doing all 

The lovely things you did, must, even this Mother’s 
Day, have your list of kindnesses to do. 


[77] 


WISH 


For you, may dogwood bough or peach 
And lark or wren insure a spring, 
And goldenly and bluely each 


October prove a priceless thing. 


For you, may leisure alternate 
With work you love, and music still 
You, books be curious and great, 


And starlight silver valley and hill. 
For you, may laughter live, and no 
Day find your rugged courage done, — 


And, down all roads you ever go, 
May love be your companion. 


V 
And God’s Child 


[78] 


os 


GOD, PLEASE FORGIVE 


God, please forgive my staring so 
In Your outdoors, and listening 

As if I had no manners left, 

Or hoped to learn a secret thing. 


It’s only that, within my span 
Of briefly living here, I doubt 
That I can see Your beauty’s half, 


Or ever hear Your music out. 


[81] 


THIS PRECIOUS SPARK 


Call it enthusiasm, call it zest 

For life, or love of living — by whatever 

Name it is known I would not lose it lest 

The feet and thought go dragging. So, forever, 
Lord, this becomes my prayer: help me retain 
This precious spark in me called interest, 

This opposite of boredom. Let me strain 
After the name of bird and star, and wrest 
Earth’s secrets from her, and never turn my back 
On anything appearing strange and new 

Until I know if it be good or fair. 

And sometimes, when I come upon a lack 

Of love of life in someone, let me do 

Or say a thing to kindle interest there. 


[82] 


— 


TO THEM THAT LOVE HIM 


Whether worry is slinking habit, 

Whether it’s some persistent rabbit 

Nibbling a circle around the mind 

I cannot say, but I often find 

It slips away to a shadowy wood 

When I say, “Things work together for good . . .” 


[83] 


HOMEMAKER’S PRAYER 


If it is vanity, this taking pride 
In ruffled curtains, newly-ironed, or these 
Gold spheres of pickled apricots inside 


Their jars, or currant jell, forgive me, please. 


If it is wrong, this looking proudly toward 
The table cover made with one’s own hand, 
Or the silver polished bright, forgive me, Lord, — 


But I am sure You smile, and understand. 


[84] 


COMPLETE THANKSGIVING 


Fully as much as for the petalled bough 

OF spring, I thank You, Father, for the bare one, 
For every day of rain and tempest (now 

I know the worth of it) as for the fair one. 

For times of want and loneliness and need 

I thank You earnestly as when the horn 

Of plenty pours a banquet-hour indeed, 

While for the bitter circumstances shorn 

Of even faith and hope, I now can raise 

You thanks as for achievement I have sought, 
Knowing, at last, by strange and devious ways 

Your plans are followed, and Your glories wrought. 


[85] 


MY PRAYER 


My prayer is not, “Deliver me 

From this thing, Lord,” but, “Let me see 
Up mountain-side or into hollow 
Unerringly the way to follow.” 


[86] 


WHERE IS THE CHRIST 


Where is the Christ, we sometimes say, and how 
Can one discover Him who cannot meet 

Him down the roadway to Emmaus now, 

Nor sit with Him, as Mary did, in sweet 
Companionship, nor serve, like Martha, cooking? 
Where is the Christ, we ask with lips, and go 
On working day in, day out, only looking 

For Him with eyes instead of heart, — and so 
We often pass Him by. We say, where is 

The Christ, as if we’d never heard of His 

Dear promise, “I am with you alway.” We 
Neglect, when darkness comes, to place our hands 
In His, or when our troubles mount, to be 
Assured He cares for us, and understands. 


[87] 


LORD, STAY MY HAND 


Lord, stay my hand from damaging 
With any initial stone, 
Who have no earthly right to fling 


Even a hundredth one. 


[88] 


THREE PRAYERS, 
DECEMBER, 1941 


Teach the American 

Mind, Lord, a steadying calm 
And clarity, rather than 
Foolish alarm. 


Instruct the hands in cool 
Untiring strength to bend 
Around the shining tool, 
Hours upon end, 


And, Lord, in its great need, 
Show the American heart 
That courage and faith indeed 
Are its best part. 


{89] 


SONG AT THE YEAR’S BEGINNING CONCLUSION 
I cannot climb a hill on New Year’s day If it is Pharisaical 
And, looking down the coming year, behold To pray, “Lord, never let anyone find 
The good that will befall me along the way, So encompassing a fence in me 
Or the ill and heartbreak which the days enfold. As she maintains around her mind 
But I am sure of this: the unknown year To shut all new ideas out, 
Will bring me various hours when I shall need To keep her thoughts from straying, free, 
Patience for waiting, courage for my fear, And her from necessary growth,” — 
And resoluteness it I would succeed. Then I will be a Pharisee. 
i 


There will be hours demanding faith when I 

Can see no farther, and bright hope, and prayer. 
And ah, there will be times when the earth and sky 
Will be so lovely, and all of life so fair, 

And love so very sweet, I shall stand dumb. 

God, help me journey through this year to come. 


{90} | rol] 


FAITH 


And now I know that I have been the “ye 
Of little faith,” who let the mountain tower, 
The impasse threaten temporarily, 
Forgetting how He said there is the power 
In faith for our removing anything. 

But oh, we shall not doubt within the heart 
We can take up the height of earth and fling 
It far into the sea, we shall not start 

To say, “Be thou removed,” and later pause 
And think, it isn’t moving after all. 

So let us hear the promise, now, that was 
True when He early uttered it, and shall 
Be, always: that the obstacle must go 

As we believe within the heart, and know. 


[92] 
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